with many other Jewish women, like cattle to an abattoir,
along the road from Budapest to Vienna, which is some
170 miles. Seventy-five miles from Budapest the lady col-
lapsed on the highway. The gendarmes conducting the
group battered her beautiful head to pieces with the butts
of their rifles where she had fallen. The same fate came to
her sister, with whom she lived and who was taken with
her. (The sister was the mother-in-law of my friend and
fellow-playwright Melchior Lcngyel of Hollywood.)
Elisabeth Rendes, the wife of our friend and lawyer, a
vivacious, pretty young lady, fell in the collapse of a
staircase in a bomb-damaged house, and was instantly
killed. After these horrors, it had almost a touch of low
comedy when we heard that the traces of my life-work,
whatever could be found of my books in Hungarian and
foreign languages in bookstores and private libraries,
along with thousands of other books, were carried off and
burned by order of the government,

It was a dark, rainy, depressing day in late autumn. The
lights in the Fifth Avenue stores were on by three o'clock.
At five o'clock Wanda came down as usual from her room
on the fifteenth floor to mine on the eighth, and knocked
at my door. She came in, saying,

"Look here."

She twisted her face into a Charlie McCarthy expres-
sion, imitating the dummy of America's favorite ventrilo-
quist to perfection. I had never seen her make faces before.
Somehow it did not suit her. It was never her way to
imitate anyone, which women arc usually inclined to do.

"What's the matter?" I asked. ''Are you cmy?"

"I've been rehearsing in front of the mirror in my room
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ekend. Above the num-
